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cannot say
to whom they belong.
The head, as white as snow,
will roll in the dust,
the coward jackal will kick
the crown of my teacher,
animals waiting in the dark
for the death of the wounded,
cries of the dying
for a draught of water,
disturbed sleep in the tents,
frightening nightmares,
rise and fall of waves of heads
in the tide of black ocean,
homes, without males
in Indraprastha,
shining eyes of thieves
in the deserted night,
queries of children
sitting near the lamps,
what consolation
can doubtful mothers give?
How can creepers
grow without support?
In which woods
they search for support?
Who has the right to take that
which cannot be returned?
If violence is right
who is safe here?
Eternal is every letter written
on the slate of life,
where is the chance to correct
when every wrong is immortal!
A deed, done, will never perish,
coming generations will ask the ruins